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out talking. Mrs. Gogan sometimes told me
exciting stories. She had once heard the banshee
in County Mayo.
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THE cab swayed over the cobblestones and the
noise made it impossible for me to hear the rattle
of gunfire from the city, but I was exhilarated to
be going towards the scene of the trouble, even if
it was by a safe road. I would be able to tell
Dermot that I had almost seen the battle.
We were surely right in the city now, for trams
passed us in the streets, ugly yellow trams with
clanging bells and raucous brakes. 'The curse of
Dublin5 grandma used to say about them as they
jangled past her cab on her fortnightly shopping
excursions.
Suddenly I began to think of the missel-thrush's
nest again. I wondered if Seamus would be lazy
and forget to watch Piper. I hoped the funeral
would be over quickly so that I could see for myself
that the nest was safe.
Then, for the first time, Uncle Walter spoke.
" I told Moira we'd have the reading in the dining-
room. Sherry and biscuits."
I thought his voice sounded very melancholy.
64That'll be best," said Aunt Pegeen. I knew
they were alluding to the Will, as I had heard
Moira telling Seamus that they would read it when
we returned from Mount Jerome. Aunt Pegeen
smiled *at me.
"Are you tired, Sean ?   It's a long journey."
"The last journey," said Uncle Walter, sadly